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KING RICHARD IIL

ACT L.

SCENE L—4 Garden in the Tower. Fnter LisurTeNanT
. and Orrican, .

Liewt. Has King Henry walk’d forth this morning ?
. No, sir; but it is near his hour, '
. At any time, when you see him here,
Let no stranger into the gurden;
1 would .not have him stared at—See, who's that,

Now eut’ring at the yate, [Knocking within.
. 8ir, the Lord Stauley. )
Lieut. Leave me—- [Esit Officer.

: Enter Lorp Sranrey,

My noble lord, you’re welcome to the ‘l'ower :
1 lieard last night you hte arrived with news
Of Edward’s victory to his joyful queen.

Stanley. Yes, sir; and 1 am proud to be the man,
That first: brought home the last of civil broils :
‘The h..uses nuw of York and Lancaster,
Like bloodg.-bmhers. fighting for a birthriglht,
No more shall wound the parent, that would part them :
Edward now sits secure on England’s throne.
. Lieut. Near Jewksbury, my ford, I think they fought ;
Has the enemy lost any men of note ?

Stonley. Sir, [ was posted hone,
Ere an account was taken of the slain:
Bat, as I left the field, a proclamation,
From the king, was ninde iu scarch of Edward,
8on % your prisoner, King Henry the Sisth,
‘Which gave reward to those discovering him,
And him bis life, if he’d surrender.

Licus. 'l'hnt‘:enve young prince, 1 fear, ’s unlike his fa-

r

’

‘Tuoo high of heart, to brook submissive life :

This will be heavy news to Henry’s ear,

For on this battle’s cast his all was set. .

. King Henry and ill fortune are familiar;

- He ever threw with an indifferent hand,

Bat never z:t was known to lose his patience.

How does he pass the time: in bis confinement ?

Licut. As one whose wishes never reach’d a crown.

The king seems dead in him—but, as a man,

He sighs somctimes in want of liberty.

Bometimes he reads, und walks, and wishes,

‘That fate had blessed him with an humbler birth,

Not to have felt the falling Rm;n a throne.
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Stanley. Since my arrival, sir, another post . .
Came in, which Im{ugm us word, your (f::en and son
‘Were prisoners now at Tewksbury. .

K. Heav'n’s will be done !—the hunter’s have

them now, - '
And I have only sighs and prayers to help them!

Stanley. King Edward, sir, depends upon his sword,
Yet prays heartily when the battle’s won;

And soldiers love a bold and active leader.
Fortune, like women, will be close pursoed ;

“The English are high-mettled, sir, and ’tis

No easy to sit them well—King Edward
Feels their temper, and ’twill be hard to throw him

K. Hen. Alas! I thought them men, and rather hoped:
To win their hearts by mildness than severity.

My soul was never form’d for cruelty ;
In my eyes, justice has ceem’d bloody ;
‘When, on the city gates, I have beheld
A traitor’s quarters parching in the sun,
My blood has turn’d with horror at the sight:
1 took them down, and buried, with his limbs,
The memory of the dead man’s deeds.—Perhaps
That pit{ made me look less terrible,
Giving the mind of weak rebellion spirit ;
For kings are put in trust for all mankind,
And when themselves take injuries, who is safe ?
1f 00, I have deserved these frowns_of fortune.
: Enter Orrickr.
Sir, here’s a gentleman brings a warrant,
For his access to King Henry’s presence.
sext: I come to him, [Exzit withk Officer.
. His business may require your privacy ;
I'll leave you, sir, wishing you all the goo(r
That can be wish’d—not wronging him I serve.  [Exit.
K. Hen. Farewell !
Who can this be? a sudden coldness,
Like the damp hand of death, has seized my limbs :
1 fear'some heavy news!

Enter LiEUTENANT.
‘Who is it, good Lieutenant? :
Lieut. A gentleman, sir, from Tewksbur; : he seems
A {mnnger—-for, whren I ask’d
What news, his answer was a deep-fetch’d sigh :
1 could not urge him, but I fear ’tis fatal. [Exit.

X Enger TrEssEL.
K. Hen. Fatalindeed! his brow’s the title-page,
That m- the nature of a tragic volame.—
Say, , bow does my queen? wy won?
Thou tremblest, and the ‘whiteness of thy chee
Is apter than thy tonE:e to tell thy erand.
Ev’a suth & man, so faint, u}:\s\ﬁ&g\\,
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a bloody ouﬁeluw him on the earth, B
£rom whence, with life, he never more sprang
K. Hen. Oh' lmdst thou stabb’d, at every 'm'd's de-

Sharp poumds in my ﬂesll, while this was told,

Thy wound| had given less anguish than thy wordl.

Oh, Heavens ! methinks I see my tender lamb

Guplng beneath the ravenous wolves’ fell gripe !

Baut uy. did all—did they all strike him, say’st thou?
Tressel. All, lir, but: \he first: wound uke .Rlclmd

K. Hen. There let]mn nophln that hbh-t oﬂ'lh
Oh, baibarous act {- unhospitahie men!. -
inst the rigid laws of arms, tg.kill
‘as’t not ehough, his hope of birthrig ;ono
Baut must your hate be levell’d ut his life?
Nor could his father’s mm:ut you?
Nor could a father’s grief the doed ?
You have no children—butchers, if you had,
The thought of them wouldunbavnllu’d remorse,
‘Take comfort, sir, hon 8 better day,
. Han. Oh! who can lwld s fire
By thlnkmg on the frosty
Or wallow, naked; m.Deoenbcr' s snow, .-
By bare remembwanoe of the summer’s . M
Away' by Hum, I shall abkor his ﬂrt.
er bids me be of.'oumfist
I!'l.hou wilt sooth mysorrow thal’ll thank thee-‘
! now thaw'rskiud M«é& thesetoars obli

l
K. Hon. Why. lem;l mlhdlkelig::w,
My present woes have beitee to the :
And my hard:fate can make me.fall no
Whtunu.hb—pn itm -glim ohapo—-

be,
Amgd ltco-u in Gloster’s form,
K. Hen. \Frlghtfnl mdeéJ give me the worst that

Tresel. After the nrderofyow m,mleehtd;
As if unsated with dwwan be had
m&uﬁggudsmfml&mmm,

‘cw’nf“ug. m I.muss to-tbe 'i‘m 3

business M&m me to.the
This said, he vnuh'd—ad he:?
ny:nou hat'

Forills, butB l.hc;r ht by-hn.us
ntér LizuTRR u-:. widh.eh
Liext. Forgive me, sir, what ‘mﬂ\* Sy
An order for gom close éo-iiw:-\.
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SCENE IIL.—A Chamber in _the Tower.—Kino Hznry
sleeping on a Couch.— Enter LIRuTRNANT.

Lieut, Asleep sosoon! but Sorrow minds no seasons ;
The morning, noon, and night, with her's the same;
She’s fond of any hour that yields repose.

K. Hen. Who's d’me? eutenant ! is it you? . Come

)T
Lieut. You shake, my lord, and look affrighted !
K. Hen. Oh! l}hue bad the fearfull’st dream! such

1 318
That, as I live,
I would not pass another hour so dreadful,
‘Though ’twere to buy a world of happy days.
Reach me a book—TI'll try if reading can
Divert these melancholy thoughts.
Enter GLosTER,
Glast. Good day, my lord ; what, at your book so hard ?
1 disturb you. A
K. Hen. You do indeed. .
Glost. Friend, leave us to ourselves; we must confer,
K. Hen. What bloody scene has Roscius now to act ?
[Esit Lieutenant,
Glost. Suspicion dwl{s haunts the guilty mind: -
The thief does fear each bush an officer. .
K. Hen. Where thieves, without controlment, rob and

’
The traveller does fear each bush a thief:
The poor bird, that has been already limed,
With trembling wings misdoubts of every bush ;
And I, the hapless male of one sweet bird,
Have now the fatal object in my eye,
By whom my young one bled, was caught, and kill'd.
Glost. Why, what a peevish fool was that of Crete,
That taught his son the office of a fowl!
And yet, for all his wings, the fuol was drown’d ;
Thou should’st have tanght thy boy his prayers alone,
then be had not broke his neck with climbing,
K, Hen. Ah! kill me with thy weapon, not thy words ;
My breast can better brook thy dagger's point,
‘Than can my cars that piercing story ;
But wherefore dost thou come ? is’t for my life?
Gilest. ‘Think’st thou I am an executioner ?
K. Hen. If murdering innocents be executing,
Then thou’rt the worst of executioners.
Glost. Ty son I kill'd for his presumption.
K. Hen. st thou been kill'd, when first thou didst

presume,
Thou hadst nat liv'd to kill a son of wine ;,
Bas thou wert born to massacre mankind.

many old men's sighs, and widow' s wonne:,






1 dut\ltb you

K. Hen. Yondon ndeed.

Glost. !nend.\eu noonneves, v

K. Hen. WS t bloody scene has as Roscits o nowto )

Glost. S \\ he \ a o
. Sus ici aunts the g ty S

p feu each% an officer.

'.h ut contr o\mem, ob aod

The travefler oes fear each bus
The puor bird, that h& has \mdy hmed,
b\'uqri wings of every, bush 3
— - aweet bird
By whom and Kill'd.
lost. WhY: wh of Crete»
i (owl!
And yet» for al wn'd
should’st bt is prayers slone,
n he bad wn.h chmbmg.
B eapon, not th words 3
s ger s pomt.
But wherefore s t (or my life?
. Think’se - xecu'.lou
innocents be execoting

K. Hen. 1
\hm\'n the W f
for his ‘)remmptlo .
hen first thot didst

' Glost. TV sonl
G Thadut thon 1o been Kill'd
presume
& 'rhonmlnm\u 4 o X\ 8 0D o ot Thoe )
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How man, yoldmn\; \nAi\Aom‘\W'.












Aet IL * KING RICHARD lIII, 11
SCENE L—S¢, Paul's. Enter Tresszi, meeting Lorp

STANLEY.

to
&uk%. 1 came among the crowd to see the corpse.
of ng Henry ; ’3; a dismal sight ; P
Bu mtexda I saw him in the Tower ;
His is still so fresh within mi memory,
That I could weep to think how fate has used him.
I wouder where’s Duke Richard’s policy,
In suffermg him to lie exposed to view ¢
Can he believe that men will love him for't?
Tressel. O yes, sir, love him as he loves his brothers.
When was you with King Edward, pray, my lord ?
I hear he leaves his food, is melancholy’;
And his physicians fear him mightily.
. "is thought he’ll scarce recover.
8ball we to court, and hear more news of him?
Tremel. 1 am obliged to pay attendauce here :
The Lady Anne has licence to remove
Heury's corpse to be interr'd at Chertsey,
And I'm engaged to follow her.
Stantz Mean you King Henry’s daughter-in-law!
The same, sir ; widow to the late prince Edward,
Whom Gloster kilP’d at Tewksbary. ' '
Stanley. Alas! poor lady ! She’s severely used !
And yet I hear Richard attempts her love :
Methiuks the wrongs he’s done her might discourage him
ﬁan'eé. Ne;lither those wrongs, nor his own shape can
t him.
He sent for leave to visit her this moming,
And she was forced to keep her bed, to avoid him :
But sce, she is lrriv'd—-'iﬂ you along
To see this dolefal ceremony ? e
Stanley. I'll wait upon you, [Ezeunt.
 GLOSTER. .
Glost. "Twas her excuse to avoid me.—Alas !
She has heaith smough 80 progress far 8 Ch
th enough to progress as Chertsey,
Though not to bear the d:htme. 4
I cannot blame her—— .
Why, love forswore me in my mother’s womb,
Anli for T should not deal in his soft laws,
He did corrupt frail nature with a bribe,
To shrink my arm up, like a wither’d lﬁmb,
‘To make an envious mountain on my back,
,V'Vhehndb de'feormlt tomock:\nz‘\nﬂy‘
0 shape my legs of an unequal size,
To disproportion me in eve:\v P

Tremel.” My lord, gonr servant ; pray what brought you
St, Paul’s.
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And that be heir to his unhappiness
Now on to Chertsey, with your sacred load.
" Glost. Stay, you that bear the corse, and setit down.
Lady A. What black magician conjures up this fiend,
To stop devoted charitable deeds? ~ .
N Glost, Villains, set down the corse, or by St, Paul,
T’ll make a corse of him that dilob:,n.
Guard, My lord, stand back, and let the coffin pass.
Glost. Unmanner’d slave ! stand thou when I comaand,
Advance thy halbert higher than my breast, .
Or, by St. Paul, I'll strike thee to my foot,
And I‘?nm upon thee, beg%‘u. for thy boldness.
4. Why dost thou haunt him thus, unsated fiend ?
Thou bast but power over his mortal body : -
His soul thou cunst not reach, therefore begone.
Glost. Sweet saint, be uot 30 hard for charity.
Lady A. If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds,
Behold this patter of thy buicheries:
‘Why didst thou do this deed ? could not the laws
Of man, of nature, nor of heav’n dissuade thee ?
No beast so fierce, but knows some touch of rity.
Glost. If want of pity be a crime so hateful,
‘Whence is it, thou, fair excellence ! art guilty ?
Lady A. What means the slanderer? .
Glost. Vouchsafe, divine perfection of a wornan,
Of these my crimes suppused, to give me leave,
By circumstance but to acquit myself. .
Lady A. Then take that sword, whose bloody point still

reeks
With Henry’s life, with my loved lord’s young Edward’s,
And here let out thy own, toap their ghusts.
Glost. By such despair I :houid accuse myself.
Lady A."Why, by despairing ouly caust thou stand cx-

Cused.
Didst thou not kill the king? .
lost. I grant ge.
LadyA. Oh! he was gentle, loving, mild. and virtuous ;
But he’s in heaven, where thou canst never come.
Glest, Was I not kind to send him thither, then ?
He was much fitter for that place than earth.
Lady A. And thou unfit-for any ﬁ_we, but hell,
Glest. Yes, one place else——If you will hiear me
Lady 4. Some dungean
. Some dungenn.
.
. Il rest betide the chamber where thou liest !
9&8’. 8o it will, madam, till I lie in yours.
Lady 4. I hope so.
Glost. I know so. But gentie Lady Axve,
To leave this keen encounter of out tongues,
4ad fall to something a more serions methwd

i
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Lady A, What shall I say or do 2" direct me, Heaven !
‘Wheu stones weep, sure the tears are nataral ;
And Heaven itself instructs us to forgive, .
When they do flow from a sincere repentsnce. Aside.

Gilost. a‘y, do not pause, for I did kill King Heury,
But ’twas thy wondrous beauty did provoke'me ;
Or, now dispatch—’'twas I that stabb’d young Edward,
But "twas thy heavenly face that set meon :
And I mightstill persist, (so stubborn is
My temper) to rejoice at what I've done—
But that thy powerful eyes (as roaring seas
Obey the changes of the moon) have tarn’d
My heart, and made it flow with penitence.

[She dyops the Sword.

Take up the sword nﬁ:in, or take up me.
A. No, though I wish thy death,
I will not be thy executioner.
(lost. Then bid me kill myself, and I will doit.
. Lady A. I have already.
Glost. That was in thy rage;
Suy it agaiu, and even with thy word, .
This guilty hand, that robb’d thee of thy love,
Shall, for uiy love, revenfe thee on thy lover:
‘To both’their deaths shalt thou be accessary.
What ! nota word, to pardon or condemn me !
But thou art wise, and canst, with silence, kill me;
ggt, even in death, my fleeting soul pursues thee;
ash ot the tears of penitence away—
L ask but leave to indulge my cold despair.
Lady A. Would’st thou not blame mé, to forgive thy

crimes
Glost. They are not to be forgiven ; no,not even -
‘ Penitence can atone them~-Oh misery
Of thought, that strikes me with, at once, repentance
And despair !—though unpardon’d, yield me pity.

Lady A. 'Would w thy heart!

Glost. "Tis figured in my tongue,

Lady A. I fear me, both are false.

Glost. ‘Then never man was trae !

Lady A. Put up thy sword.

, then, my peace is made.
t shait thon know hereafter.

Glost. But, shall I live in hope ?

Lady A. All men, I hope, live so.

Glost. 1 swear, bright saint, 1 am not what I was !
Thuse eyes have turn’d my stubborn heart to woman ;
Thy gooduess makes me soft in penitence,

And my harsh thoughts ure tunt'd to peace and lave,
Oh! if thy pour devoted servant might

But beg oue favour at thy gracious hand,

Thou woald’st confirm hll‘\a‘\?\‘\&‘\ for ewex

Glost. Sa
Lady A.

»
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Duckh. of York. Thou hast it, and may thy charifable
Heart and tongue love one another! Muy Heaven
Endow thy breust with meckness and obedience |

Glost. Amen, and make me die a good old man b—
That’s the old butt-end of a mother’s blessing ;

I marvel that her grace did leave it out! - !M

Buck. My lords, I think ’twere fit, that now, Pri

Edw .
Forthwith, from Ludlz)w, should be sent for, home,
In order to his coronation. . .
Glost. By all means, my lord :—Come, lct’s in, to coun-

sel
And appoint who shall be the messengers :
Madam, and you, my siﬂer,u!)leuse you, go
ts on thi i

To give your is .
&m. My lord, your wisdom needs no help from me ;
My ‘glad consent you have, in all that’s just,
Or for the 1People s good, though I suffer by’t.
Glost. "Please you to retire, madam ; we shall propose,
What you’ll not think the people’s wrongs, nor yours,
Queen. May Heaven prosper all your good intent!
Exeunt all but Gloster and Buckingham.
Glost. Amen, with all my heart ;—~for mine’s the cruwn,
And is not that .in od one?—Ha! pray’d she not well,
cous|
Buck. Ihope she pranhuied—you now stand fair.
Glost. Now, by St. Paul, I feel it here! methinks
The massy weight on’t galls my Jaden brow :
What think’st thou, cousin, wer’t not an easy matter
To get Lord Stanley’s hand, tu help it on?
My lord, I doubt that; for his father’s sake,
He loves the prince too well—he’ll scarce be won
To any thing against him.
. Poverty, the reward of honest fools,
O’ertake him for't! What think’st thou, then, of Hast-

ings?
Buck. He shall be tried, mylord ; T'll find out Catesby,
Who shall at subtle distance sound his thoughts—
But we must still suppose the worst may happen :
What if we find him cold in our design?
Glost. Chop off his head !—-Something we'll soon deter-

mine:
Bat haste, and find out Cateshy,
That, done, follow me to the council chamber ;
We'll not be seen together much, nor have
It known that we confer in private ; therefore,

Away, good cousin.
Buck. I am gone, my lord. [ Exit.

X rd
Glost. Thus far we run before the wind ;
My fortuue smiles, and gives me all that fdare ask,
‘The conquer’d h&y Anue is bound in vaws
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I perceive I love you, that, though 1 know not
'l‘(?edu you offices if g:vod 'yet dngshl know, e
Y'll sooner die than basely do you wroldg
Gilost. So wise, so young, they say, do ne’er live m

P Ed. My lords,
tht my mother, and my brother York,

Woul loug ere this, have met us on the way:

{enncle loster, if our brother come,
W re shall we sojourn till our coronation ?

lost. Where it shall seem best to your royal self.

l(n I advise you, sir, some day or two,
Your lnﬁlmeu shall repose you'at the Tower ;
Then, where you please, and shall be thonght most fit
For your best health and recreation.

P.Ed. Why at the Tower? But be it as please.

Buck. My lord, your brother’s Grace of {ork. .

Enter Duxs and Ducress or Yonx. .
P. Ed. Richardof York! how fares our dearest brothr?

D. nﬁil’ork. Oh, my dear lord! So1 must call you now.
Ay, brother, to our grief, as it is yours! ‘
'l‘oo soon be died, who might have better worn
That title, which, in me, will lose its majesty.
Gilost. How fares our cousin, noble lord of York?
D. of York. Thank you kindly, dear uncle—Oh, niy

I
You said that idle weeds were fast in growth ;
The kmgumi brother, hu outgrown me far.
as, my lord
D of York. And, tlwnl‘ore, is he idle?
Glost. Oh, pretty cousin, I must not say so.
D. of York. le, uncle, I don’t belicve the uyh"l

true,
Fou, if it were, yon 'd be sn idle weed.
Glost. How 80, cousin
D, of York. B:caun, I have heard folks say, you grew
so fast,
Your teeth would gnaw a crust at two hours old :
Now, ’twas two years ere I could geta tooth.
Glost. Ludeed [ I fiud; the brat is taught this lesson.

Who told thee thu, my pretty, merry cousin ?
D. of York. Why, your nurse, uncle.
Glost. My nnue. élld! she was dead ’fore thow wert

D. of York. If'twu not she, I can't tell who told me.
Glac So subtle too! ’tis pity thou art short-lived !

P. Ed. Myhother,mdc,wdlbominhlk..[






e 11, KING RICHARD liL 23

Let’s lose no time ; the mayor and citirens
Are pow at busy meeting, in Guildhall.
.Thither I'd have you haste immediately,
And at your meetest *vantage of the time,
Improve those hints I 'fave you late to speak of :
But, above all, infer thé bastardy
Of Edward’s children.
Buck. Doubt not, my lord, I'll play the orator,
As if myself might wear the golden fee,
For which I plead.
Glost. 1f you thrive well, bring them to see me here,
Where you shall find me seriously emﬁloy’d
- With the most learned fathers of the church.
Buck. 11y, my lord, to serve you. |
Glost. To serve thyself, my cousin ;
For look, when 1 am king, claim thou of me
The earldom of Hereford, and all those moveables
Whereof the king, my brother, stood ,possess’d.
Buck. 1shall remember, that your grace was bountiful,
Gilost. Cousin, I bave said it
Buck. 1 am gone, my lord. . [ Eait.
Glost. So, l!:l" secured my cousin hese.  These movea-
s

e
Will never let his brains rest till I'm king.
Catesby, go you with speed to Doctor Shaw,
And thence to Friar Beuker—bid them both
Attend me here, within an hour at farthest:
) [Exit Catesby.
Meanwhile, private orders shall be given
To lock out all admittance to the princes,—
Now, by St. Paul, the work goues bravely on !
How many frightful stops would conscience make
In some soft beads, to undertake like me!
Come, this conscience is a convenient scarecrow ;
It P"d. the fruit which priests and wise men taste,
‘Waho never set it up to fright themaelves ;
mknow *tis r:f’ and gather in the face an’t ;
half-starved, shallow daws, through fear, are ho-
m i .

6 . . . L
Why were laws made, but that we're rogues by nature ?
i ! ’tis our coin—we live by partiug with it;
And he thrives best that has the most to spare,
The protesting lover buys bope with it,
And the deluded virgin, short-lived pleasure ;
Old gréybeards cram their avarice with it ;
Your hnk-d:.w’d hungry judge, will dine upon't,
And hang g'ildeu, rather than eat his matton cold ¢
The crowmn’d head quits it for despotic sway ;
The stabborn people, for unawed rebellion.
There’s not a slave, but has his share of villain s
Why, then, shall after ages think my deeds
uman, since my worst ate but ambiten?



1, n0! "twas meant a icsoueg, .
once was so to me, though now my curse, |
1€ fruit of Edward’s love was sweet and
ut, ch! untimely cropp’d hy cruel Gloster ;
et me have music to comto:e my thoughts. [Seft:
t will not be ; anght but the grave can my ey
lut see,
ie comes—the rude disturber of my pillow. ‘

. Enter GLosTER.
Glost. Ha! still in tears? let them flow om; tl

signs

Ofa unbltm!iaf grief.—Why don’t she die?
She must : my interest will not let her live,
The fair Elizabeth hath caught m e‘yl:r;
My heart’s vacant, and she shall ill place.
They say, that women have but tender hearts ;
’Tis'a mistake, I doubt—I've fouud them tough ¢
They’ll bend, indeed, but he must strain that

them.

All I can hope’s to throw her into sickness,
That I may send her a physician’s helg.—
So, madam, what ! |yon still take care, I see,
To let the world befieve 1 love you not.
This outward mourning uow has malice in"t,
So have these sullen disobedient tears ;
L’ll have you tell the world I dote upon {:u.

Lady 4. 1 wish I could—but "twill not be belie

Poaewad this usage?
~~en me ne at
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But on his knees at meditation : .
Not dallying with a brace of courtezans ; :
Bat with two.deep divines in sacied praying ;
Happy were England, would this virtuous pr‘“
Take on himself the toil of sov’reignty.
HI:ri‘Ii.l M. Happy i?deed, my lg‘t " love? )
e not, sure, refuse our profter-d love :
Alas, my lord ! oupknmv him not: his mind’s
Above this worl 's for & crown immo :
Look there, his door opens ; now where’s our hope ?
Lord M. See where his graco stauds, "tween twd cher=

gywen |
Buck. Ay, ay, "tis there he’s eaught—there’s his «ibi-

Lord M. How low he bows to thank them for their care?

A.ngu:i‘e! a prayer-book in his hand | :
*Would I:e were king, we’d give him leave to

ra . .
Methinks I w&h {t. for the love he bears the city.

ow have I heard him vow, he thought it

Mayor should lose his title with his office

ell, who knows ? he may be won,

Lerd M. Ah, my lord !

Buck. Ses, he comes forth—my friends, be resolute’;
I know he’s cautious to a fault: butdonot - :
Leave hita, till our honest suit be granted.

Enter GrosTER, with a Book.

Glost, Cousin of Buckingham,
1 do beseech your grace to pardon me,
‘Who, earnest in my zealous meditatiod,
8o long deferr'd the service of my friends.
Now do I fear I've done some strange offence,
That looks disgracious in the city’s eye. If so,
"T1s just you s reprove my ignorance,
on have, my lord : we wish your grace,
On our entreaties, would amend your fiult.
lost. Else wherefore breathe I in a christian land ?
Buck. Know then, it is your fault that you resign
B e T oesiort bt of bivth,
's ne, your own due’ t ;
}': tl?i: corruption (if a glemish’d stock’; N '
ust cause I come, to move your Ness,,
Mon"yow gracious self you'd uiq &o‘gup ’
And kingly government of this your lang,
Notas I)mlcctof, steward, substitute,
Or lowly factor for another’s gain,
But as successively, from blood to blood,
‘Your own by right of birth, and lineal glory,
Glost, I cannot tell, if to depart in silence,
Or bitterly to speak in yom-B re{roof,

’
'
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Enter Bucxincrax and CaTESBY,

Cousin of Buckingham, sud , grave men,
Since you will bugkle_ forthne!?:.lg. back,
To bear her burden, whether I will or no,

I must have patience to endure the load ;
But, if black scandal, or foul-faced reproach,

- Attend the sequel of your imposition,

Your mere enforcement shall acquittance me ;
For Heaven knows, as you may y'see,’
How far I am from the “desire of this.

Lord M. Heaven goard your grace! we see it, and will

it.
Sloit. Yon‘:?ll but say the truth, my lord.
Buck. My heart’s so full, it scarce has vent for words ;
My knee will better speak mﬁy dntk now.
Lonﬂive our sovereign, Richard, King of England !
Glost. Indeed, your words have touch'd me nearly,

cousin!
Pray rise—I wish you could recall them. :
It would be treason, now, my lord ; to-morrow.
Ifitso your ma‘jeoty, from council
Orders shall be g;ven or your coronation,
Glost. E'en when you please, for you will have it so,
Buck. To-morrow, then, we will attend your majesty.
And now we take our leaves with J(')'{. o
Gilsst. Cousin, adien —my loving friends, farewell.
I must unto my boly work lgin. fm.ummewd.
th, now my golden dreamnis out— - :
ﬁm mo:‘nlikei:hn early frien: T ::’d throws ba:k
y curtains with an eager , O’erjoy’
To tell me what I dmm“g:i- tru—-ﬂgwn!
bt reward of ever-daring minds !
Oh! how thy awful mr’ wraps my soul |
Nor can the means got thee dim thy lustre ! -
For not men’s love, fear 'ip-yu the adoration,

14 fame ves from than evil deeds.
Th’ aspiring youth, that fired the Erhesian dome,
Qutlives, in fame, the pious fool t  raised it.
Conscience, lie still ; more lives wi  tt be drain’d ;
Crowns got with blood must be wit, ‘ood lulnhlti’g.

it

B
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Is Gloster seated on the English throne.

But say, my cousin—~ '

What, l‘lll( we wear these glories for a da!?

Or shall they last, and we rejoice in them
Buck. 1hope for ages, sir—lung may they grace you!
Glost. Oh! Buckingbiam! now do T play the touch-

stone,.

To try if thon be current friend indeed :
Youn%llllidwud lives, 30 does his brother York,
Now think what I would speak.
* Buck. Say on, my gracious lord.

Glost. 1 tell thee, coz, I've lately had two spiders
Crawling upon my startled hopes—
Now, though thy " friendly hand bas brush’d them from

me,
Yet still they crawl offensive to my eyes ;
I would have some kind friend to tread upon ’em—
I would be king, my cousin,
Buck. Why, so 1 think you are, my royal lord,
Giost. Ha ! am I king? ’tis so—but—Edward lives,
Buck. Most true, my lord.
Gilost. Cousin, thou wert not wont to be so dull.
Shall I be Ylnin—l wish the bastards dead !
And I would have it suddenly perform’d !
Now, cousin, canst understand me?
None dare dispute your highness’ pleasure,
Glost. Indeed ! methinks thy kinduess freezes, cousin.
Thou dost refuse me then >—tliey shall not die ?
Buck. My lord, since 'tis an action cannot be
Recall’d, allow me but some pause to think ;
I lmhnﬂﬁ resolve your highness, Esit,
Glost. T'll henceforth deul with shorter-sighted fools
None are for me, that look into my deeds
With thinking eyes—e—
High-reaching Buckingham grows circnm?ect ,
The best on't is, it may be done withont him,
Though not so well, perh had he d,
Why, then the murder had been his, not mine,
We'll make a shift as "tis—Come hither, Catesby :
Where'’s that same ‘lirre), whom thon told’st me of ?
Hast thou %i'e“ him those sums of gold I order’d ?
, 1 have, my liege. .
. “Glve him this ring, and say; myself
Will bring him farther orders instantly. ~ [Esit Catesby.
The deep-revolving Duke of Buckingham ~
No more shall be the nei%hbour of my councils;
Has he 30 Jong held out with me untired, -
And stops be now for breath? Well,be it w.
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Gilost. Stanley, he's your near kinsman—well, look

him.
Buck. My lord, I claim that gift, my due, by promt
For which yyonr honour and _yogr flithxl enga, a‘:' ’
The earldom of Hereford, and those moveubles,
Which you have f ised I shall p

Glost. Stanley, look to your wife ; if she convey
Letters to Richmoud, you shall answer it.

Buck. What says your highness to my just reques

. I do remember me, Harry the Sixth,

When Richmond was a little peevish boy,
Did prophesy, that Richmond should te king,
'Tis odd—a king, perhaps—

Enter CaTEsBY.

Catesby, My lord, I have obey’d your highnes:
Buck.” May it please you to resolve me in my ¢
Glost. Lead Tirrel to iny closet, I'll meect him,
Buck, 1 beg your highness' ear, my lord, -
Glost, I'm busy—thou troublest me—I'm not *

Buck. Oh pgtie;lée, Heaven! is’t thus he pa

viee?
Was it for this 1 raised him to the throne?
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the peaceful dead have an{ sense
rile injuries they bore while Ii‘vin'%,

wre the joyful souls of blood-suck’d Edwaid,
Clarence, Hastings, aud all that through
corrupted dealings have miscarried,

wn the walls of heaven, in smiles look down,

his tyrant tumbling from his throne,

unmourn’d, and bloody as their own! [Esit

. TIL—An Apartment in the Tower.—Enter Tin-
nx}l.,}onn:ro_n, and Fonrxir.

€ome, gentiemen,
s concluded on the means ?
. Smethering will make no noise, sir.

Let it be done i’ th’ dark—for should you see
ung faces, who knows how far their looks
ence may tempt {:n into pity ?
wck—Lientenant, havo you brought the keys?

Enter LIRUTENANT.

1 ave them, sir. -
Then here’s your warrant to.deliver ther, .

. iving & Ting.

What can this mean! why at this dead of night

them too! ’tis not for me to enquire. . [Esit.
Geutlemen, there lies your vnf.

- [Eeunt severally.
IV.~The Presence Chamber.—Enter GLOSTER.

*Wonld it were done!

a busy something here,

lish custom has made terrible,

itent of evil deeds : and Nature too,
knew me womanish and weak,

my I;eurt-suings with complaining cries,
me from my purpose—
o the thoug{tv of what men’s tongues will say,
their hearts must think ;

no creature love me liviug, nor

oty when dead !

ure ages, when these children’s tale

Irop tears in pity of their hapless fate,

{ with detestation, the misdeeds of Gloster,
k-back'd tyrant, cruel, barbarous,

sy ? will they not say too,

pussess the crown, nor laws divine

an stopt my way >—Why, let them say it:
vt but say, I had the crown ;

t fool as well as villain,
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Why slept lX:‘ier deian angels, when this deed was
une !

Duch. of York. So many miseries have drain’d my eyes,
That my woe-wearied tongue is still and mute j— :
Wh lﬁyould calamity be full of words ?
., Let’s give them scope; for though they can’t
: remove, . :
Yet do they ease affliction.
. Duch. of York. Why, then, let us be loud in exclama.
tions, o
To Richard, haste, and picrce him with our cries :
: U sounds a march.
Hark, his trumpet sounds !—this way lie must pass.
. Alas, I've not the daring to confront him !
h. of York. 1 have a mother’s right—I'll force him
to hear me.

£nter GLosTER and CaTESBY, with Forces.—Trumpet
. sounds a March,

Glost. Who interrupts me in my expedition ?
Duch. of York. Do?st thou not know me? Art thou nut
my sou
Glost. 1 cr} .v}yonr mercy, madam—is it you ?
Duch. X' ork. Art thou my son? :
Gilost. , 1 thank Heaven, my father, and yourse
Duch. ﬂv York. Then I command thee, heur me.
Glost. Madam, I have a touch of your conditiva,
That cannot brook the accent of reproof
Duch, of York. Stay, T'll be mild and gentle in my

words .

Glost. Aud brief, mother, for I am in haste.

Duch. of York. Why, I have staid for thee, (just Hea-
ven knows

In torment and in agony.

Glost. And came not I at last to comfort you?

Duch. of Yc;rk. No, on my soul! too well thon know’st
. .

A grievous burden was thy birth to me.

Techy and wayward was thy infan? H

Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and stubborn ;

Tllé age confirm'd, most subtle, proud, and bloodyf

logt. If 1 am so disgracious in thy eye,

Let me march on, and not offend thee, madam,
Duch. of York. Yet stay, I charge thee, hear me,
Queen. If not, hear me ; for I have wm? will speak

Without a tongue.—Methiuks, the very sight

Of me shoald turn thee into stone !

‘Where are l;; children, Gloster? .

Duch. of York. Where is thy brother Clarence?
Queen.” Where Hastings ? .
LDuch. of York, Rivers?
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ACT V.
SCENE .L~The Country.—Enter Ricamownp, S:r W,
Branpon, Sir R. Bracxensury, Oxrorp, BLuxT,
and others.

Rich. Thus far, into the bowels of the land,
Have we march’d on without im..ediment,
Gloster, the bluody, and devouring boar,
Whose ravenous appetite has spoil’d your fields,
Laid this rich country waste, and rudely cropp’d
Its ripen’d hape of fair posterity,
Is now even in the centre of the isle, '
As we're inform’d, near to the town of Leicester *
From Tamworth thither is but one day’s march ;
And here receive we from our father, Stanley,
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement,
Such as will help to animate our cause; .
On which, let’s cheerly on, courageous friends,
To reap the barvest of a lasting peace,
fame, more lasting, from a well-fought war. [ourmen,
Sir W. Brand. Your words have fire, my lord, and warm
Who look’d, methought, but cold, before—dishearien’d,
With the unequal numbers of the foe. .
Rich. Why, double them, still our cause would conquer
Thrice is he arm'd that has his quarrel just ; [them.
And he but naked, thungh lock’d up in steel,
W conscience wigh injustice is corrupted :
’l'he'ver%:'eight of Gloster’s guilt shall crash him.
8Sir R, Brack. His best friends, no doubt,will soon be ours.
Sir W. Brand. He has no friends, but what are such
through fear. . '
Rich. And we no foes, but what are such to Heaven.
Then, doubt not, Heuven's for us—let's on, my friends ;
True hope ne'er tires, but mounts, with eagle’s wings ; -
Kingsit makes gods, and meaner creatures kings. [ Exeunt
SCENE 1L.—Bosworth Field.—Enter Grosrzm, Nome
roLx, Rarcrirr, &c.
Glost, Here pitch our tent, even in Bosworth Field :
MI good Lord Norfolk, the cheerful speed
O ﬁout supply has merited my thanks.
or. I am rewarded, sir, in having power
To serve gwr majesty. .
Glost. You have our thanks, my lord : up with my teat {
Here I will lie to-night—but where to-morrow ?
Well, no matter where—has any careful friend
Discover’d yet the number of the rebels ?
_Nor. My lord, as I from spies am well iuform’d,
8ix or seven thousand is their utmost power.
Glost. Why, our battalions treble that account,
Besides, the king's name is & tower of strength,
Which én_y upon the adverse faction, wank,
Nor. Thelr wants are greater yet, my \ord—tnn S
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Stanley. 1, by commission, bless thee from thy mother,
Who prays continually for Richmond’s good :
The gueen, tou, Las, with tes”s of joy, consented, .
Thou should'st espouse Elizubeth, her daughter,
At whom the tyrant, Richard, closely aims.
In brief (for now the shortest moment of
My stay is bought with hazard of my life)
Prepare thy battle early in the moming,
Sl?orho the season of affairs requires)
nd this be sure of, I, upon the first
Occasion offer'd, will deceive some eyes,
And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms, .
In which ¥ had more forward been ere this, . . .
But that the life of thy young brother, George,
Whom, for my pawn of faith, stern Richard keeps)
uld then be forfeit to his wild revenge. -~ °
FParewell ! the rude enforcement of the time
Denies me to renew those vows of love, b
Which so long-sunder’d friends should dwell apon,
ich. We may meet again, my lord—— .
Stanley. Till then, once more, farewell ! be resohite, and
conquer;- . "3 [ Eait,
Rick. Give him safe conduct to his regiment.—
Well, sirs, to-morrow proves a busy day; .
But come, the night’s far spent—Ilet’s in to council—
Captain, an hour before the sun gets up,
Let me be waked ; I will, in person, walk
From tent to tent, and early cheer the soldiers. [ Ereunt.

SCENE 1V.—Basworth Field.~Enter GrosTin, Rate
cuirr, Norroix, and CatzssY,
Glost. Catesby!
Catesby. Here, my lord.

Glost. Send out a pursuivant af arms
}}’:lﬂlh’:l ':'e ment—bid Lirm, ‘fore un-rlnl:‘.d
t me with I e, OF youn, G“u‘ (]

Shall pay the for e‘::l his egld dﬁu.
What, is my beaver easier than it was,
And all my armour lsid intu my tent ?
Catesby. It is, my liege, all in readiness.
_Glast. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge !
186 trusty s

lord. ’
th the lark, good Norfilk!
?SGtry for the field to-merzow,
d . W
miduight come to my tent,. .

A goo.d night, n}-fr!wnd:. [Esu.
s king Las Dot that pleased laesity
t he was wemnuie have. -
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